BOOKS   AND   PRINTS
After Rubens this will come as something of an anti-
climax, but I well remember that when, after my great-
uncle's death, the contents of his house or a great
part of them had been sold, Lane came to me in great
consternation to tell me that two of our family por-
traits were exposed for sale in a second-hand furniture
shop near Bideford Market. With him I hurried
to the place and rescued them from that undignified
situation.
Glass, china, silver, pewter—these things were among
Lane's divinities, but they were his dii minores. Pictures
were his real flame. He worshipped them above even
books. Indeed it may be said that he sold books in order
to buy himself pictures. How he got his knowledge of
them is something of a mystery. He had a quick recep-
tive brain, he loved his subject and he was always learning
in that great university of his—the world. I have heard
tell that in his young days, when he was in the Clearing
House, he used to bring his purchases, his bargains,
to a dealer in prints whose shop was somewhere in
the neighbourhood of his lodgings in Southwick Street.
This expert used to look them through and sort out the
sheep from the goats. What became of the discarded
ones is not known, but the others, the elect, were carefully
preserved, with the result that his collection of prints
became a very large and very notable one. Here is a
letter he wrote to The Times concerning the sea in
pictures, poetry and fiction.
'I have read with profound interest the shipping
number of Friday's date, especially the able section deal-
ing with the sea painters and their pictures and the sea
in poetry and fiction, and I should like to thank the
writer of the former for disclosing the fact that the two
Van de Veldes, father and son, were both buried in St.
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